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TRYING TO SCORE

A Transgender Romance Story

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


First base is kissing. Everyone knows that, and almost everyone gets there. Second base is a hand on her breast. Not everyone gets there. Third base is…I’m not sure. It could be a lot of things. But getting all the way to home plate means you’re not a virgin anymore. 

The trouble with this, if you know anything about baseball, is that going base to base is an inside the park home run, which is a lot harder to do than hit a ball a long way right off the bat. For guys like me, 5’6” and built for speed, we have to earn our way around the bases, and we have to run hard and we’re out of breath when we’re done. But Gavin Freese? The dude is enormous, he led the team in home runs as a freshman, then did it again the next two years, and he’s on pace to lead the whole league this season. He might even get drafted. He gets to jog around the bases. 

With girls, guys like Gavin can start on second base. Sometimes at team parties, there are so many girls around him that he starts on third, no matter what that means. They throw themselves at him. He’s had sex with girls he’s never kissed. How do you skip bases? You can’t. 

He doesn’t even know their names, and doesn’t care. One day I asked him who he was with the night before, and he said “some Freshman cockgobbler. Kelly, I think.” 

It was Callie. Callie Renshaw, and she was in my biology lab, and she’s beautiful, blonde, petite, and funny, and is my type, not his. His type is anybody; my type is her. I thought she enjoyed being lab partners until she switched to Joni Meyers’ table. I invited her to the party at the baseball house in the first place. Now he’s already moved on to the next two girls and I can’t even look at her anymore without remembering her saying “gotta go” at the keg in the middle of one of my sentences when she saw Gavin come in the room. Then she was gone. 

To raise Gavin’s draft profile, Coach Michelsson has him playing right field now along with his normal first base, but he’s not fast and doesn’t cover much ground. Coach pulls him late in the game for defense if we’re up one or two runs, and that’s where I come in. Callie came to a game once and left when I went in. 

So that’s me, Jamie Landry, college freshman, backup outfielder for the UMASS Minutemen, and a virgin. I got to first base with Wendy Givens a few times when I was in ninth grade. On the field I can steal second, but I’ve never managed to do that with girls. You shouldn’t have to steal anything if they want you. So far they haven’t.  

My high school teammates all thought it was so cool that I got to play Division 1 baseball, even if it was in a Northern program. I guess the fact that I’m on the field at all as a Freshman is something to be happy about. But the D3 schools weren’t giving scholarships, and I couldn’t afford places like Bowdoin and Allegheny. It was State School all the way for me, even if it meant being a bench player. 

If I went to one of those other schools, I’d probably have a nicer dorm room, and wouldn’t live in a building where people throw couches out of windows when the Bruins lose a playoff game. Gavin fits right in here. 

Ruben Garoppolo and I live on the tenth floor of Kennedy Hall, and most of the time he sits on his computer and plays Blood Canyon III all day with some people on the Internet. His girlfriend Kenzie is into some obscure superhero whose name I forget. Hevira? Helissa? Whoever it is, she wears these impossibly tiny shorts when they do cosplay events around campus, and I feel like she has more events than I have games sometimes. 

Kenzie’s kind of a nerdy-looking girl with glasses and very tightly curled black hair. She hides her cleavage most of the time, and only lets it out when she dresses up. Luckily, Ruben’s usually looking at his computer and doesn’t catch me staring at Kenzie’s ass when she cosplayed and tried to get his attention. 

Sometimes all she needed to do was walk into our dorm room and I could feel myself get hard. I mean, it didn’t take much to set me off these days, but I had so little privacy that I almost never could do anything about it. Ruben was always around, and when he wasn’t, Kenzie was usually there. I had roommates when we traveled for road games, and there was no way I was going to take care of business in the bathroom or shower and risk having someone barge in on me. That happened to Matt Micheli in high school when his sister’s boyfriend walked in on him jerking off in the bathroom one night. Everyone called him “Captain Wanker” the rest of the year, and he was so mortified that he deleted all his social media and no one knows where he is or what he’s doing. His sister won’t even tell anyone. 

Anyway, Ruben almost caught me masturbating once, in my bunk, and I had to pretend I was taking a nap. Never again. The last time I did it was two weeks ago, in a Taco Bell bathroom, because I knew I could lock the door with a deadbolt. I shut the lights off, spit in my hand, and five or six tugs later I was flushing a wad of tissues down the toilet with what felt like a quart of cum in it. How that came out of my little dick, I have no idea. 

That’s as close as I’ve gotten to first base in a long time. 

***

When I left for my run at 7:30 one Saturday morning, Ruben was still asleep in his bed. By the time I got back at 8:30, he was awake, on his computer, and already ignoring Kenzie, who was sitting on his bed dressed as herself, which usually meant black leggings. She was staring at her phone screen, and they’d do this all day sometimes, looking at their own screens. True, I didn’t know what dating looked like, but I knew it wasn’t this. 

“Morning, Sunshine,” she said. I got a grunt and a nod from Ruben. ‘Sunshine’ was different, but she was a little sassy sometimes, so that made her OK, I guess. Behind my back they called me Blondie, since I had shoulder-length, wavy blonde hair. A lot of baseball players have long hair now. It was the new hockey hair. 

Ruben and I got along fine, but weren’t really friends. He was taller than me, but not by much. Like Kenzie, he wore thick glasses with thick rims, and I could swear he was starting to hunch when he walked. When I pointed that out a few weeks ago and that maybe he should get away from the computer once in a while, he snarled something about bullying and ignored me until Kenzie came over, when he pretended to be friendly. 

“You have practice today?” Ruben asked when I got back from the shower. What he was really doing was planning when he and Kenzie could have sex. One day I found a condom wrapper on the floor under my loft, so I knew they were having sex because it certainly wasn’t mine. He probably put it there on purpose. 

“3:30,” I said. “But I’m leaving in a minute, probably for the day. I have a Business test on Monday that I need to study for and we have a game tomorrow, so I’m going to head over to the library.” 

“Oh, I’ll walk down with you,” she said. Ruben perked up. “I never had breakfast, and I need to head over to Callista’s to get something for tonight. I’ll be back later. You’re playing anyway,” she said, and she kissed him on the neck. He didn’t move. 3:30 was a long way away now. 

We had the elevator to ourselves on the way down, and it smelled like someone unloaded a whole can of body spray in there. 

“That’s not me,” I said. 

“I smelled you fresh from the shower, remember?” she said. 

“True,” I said. “I’d never use this, and if I did, it wouldn’t be this much.” 

“This is what all bros smell like to me,” she said. 

“Bros?” I said, laughing. 

“Yeah, you know. Gym bros, football bros. You and your baseball bros. I bet if I didn’t say anything about the smell, you wouldn’t have noticed, but this is what locker rooms at my school smelled like.” 

“You mean when you were 14?” I laughed again. 

“No!” she said. “Even last year.” 

“I bet it smelled that way because it had 14 year olds in it.”

“And your locker room doesn’t now?” 

I let that one hang in the air a second as the elevator dinged to let us know we got to the ground floor. “Was that a height joke?” I said as the doors opened. 

“What? Oh God no,” she said, and she slapped her hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry, no, I just meant that sometimes guys act really immature. That was it.” 

“Huh,” I said, and we walked through the lobby. I walked a little faster than normal and she was keeping up. 

“Jamie, I’m sorry, really,” she said as we pushed the doors open and got outside. It was warm already, and quiet. On Saturdays, campus took a long time to wake up. 

“It’s OK,” I said. “They’re my teammates, but they’re not really my friends.” 

I’m not sure why I said that. I wasn’t close with her and I wasn’t in the confessional, but I was not a bro, whatever that entailed. She scrunched up her face at what I said. 

“You mean, you’re not friends with them? Don’t you go to their parties?”

“I did,” I said. I didn’t mention Callie. 

“So where’d you go last night, then?” she asked. “Hot date? Ruben said you got in late.”

“I wish,” I said, as we got to the takeout breakfast place I liked. I held the door open for her. “Last night I hit in the cages for a bit. We can go anytime we like, and since I switch-hit, I have to work a lot. When I was done I went out for a milkshake.”

“By yourself? Oh, hey Craig,” she said to a guy dressed all in black with a big wallet chain hanging down his side. 

“Yeah,” I said. “I don’t mind it. Gives me time to think.”

“Oh yeah? About what?” 

I didn’t want to say what I had thought about. I had sat at a table in the corner and thought about Callie, about how I loved that she wore skirts where every other girl on campus seemed to wear leggings. I thought about how I knew what lots of girls’ asses looked like, but not hers. I thought about how I went from being a Regional All-Star to being a bench player. I thought about how I didn’t even click with the other Freshman players, not even Alex, the super religious one who liked to talk Bible verses on the bench. I thought about how I hadn’t jerked off in so long that I wondered what Matt Micheli’s life was like and whether it might be worth it to get caught. 

It took too long for me to answer her, and I knew I missed my chance to say something witty. 

Luckily our spot in line got to the heat lamp where the egg sandwiches were, and I grabbed two, one with bacon, and one with sausage. 

“Hey Kenzie.”

“Hey Violet.” Violet was wearing black leggings too, and had a great ass. 

“You know a lot of people,” I said, grateful to change the subject but keep talking. 

“You don’t seem to know anyone at all,” she countered. “I thought athletes were popular?”

“Being on a team isn’t an instant social group,” I said. 

“Well, cosplay is,” she said, proudly. “Violet taught me everything I know about weathering.” 

“That sounds…useful,” I said. “Do you often dress as an old house?” 

“No!” she said, and slapped me on the arm. I hoped it was playful. 

We made our way down the line and we skipped over the coffee bar. “Not a coffee drinker?” she said.

“No,” I said. “I stay away from caffeine. I’m good with water,” and I patted the side of my backpack where my water bottle was. 

“Same here,” she said. “Coffee makes me pee.” 

The line kept moving, but it was too late: I was so horny and overdue that I thought about her peeing. Then I thought about her panties around her ankles. Did Ruben ever yank her panties down when they had sex? If I went through the trash and found a condom, would I see that Ruben is bigger than me? Why was I thinking about that?

That brought me to wondering what Kenzie looked like when she orgasmed. Was Ruben the kind of guy who would know how to make a girl cum? I had watched enough porn to figure it out; what about him? Then I pictured him and his slightly hunched back, fucking her from behind, lasting as long as I did in the Taco Bell bathroom. 

We swiped our cards, paid, and were back on our way, walking up to Massachusetts Ave right across from the ROTC building. It always looked so out of place compared to the giant buildings behind us, like it hoped no one noticed it was there. 

“I always had you pegged as a jock,” she said as we crossed the street. “But you’re not, are you?” 

“I mean, I was All-State in high school,” I said, suddenly defensive. 

Why did I care about this? I didn’t care, not really. And yet for some reason I continued. “I had the most stolen bases in school history. I didn’t make an error my whole high school career.” 

I knew how I sounded, so I stopped. 

“‘Was’,” she said. “Past tense. You need a new identity. College is for new stuff, right? New friends, new clothes, new attitudes, new girlfriend.” She paused and looked at me. “Unless you kept the old girlfriend?”

“No girlfriend,” I said. “Not anymore.” 

There never was a girlfriend. I never had another steady girlfriend after Wendy, not that she was steady in the first place. But at one point everyone I was friends with was dating and making out and a few people got to second base, and a few people went all the way, and I had nothing to show for high school other than what I had on the field. Athletes were supposed to have girlfriends, and were supposed to be in demand, and yet I had nobody. 

I had to do something pretty drastic: I had invented a girl named Harper, told everyone she went to another school and that we met on vacation in New Hampshire, and that the reason I wasn’t dating anyone at my high school was that I was already seeing her. 

The difference between Harper and every other imaginary girlfriend that went to another school, though, was that Harper had a phone. It was a burner phone, and it never left my bedside table in my room, but it let me send text messages to myself, and I’d let my friends text her, and Harper would write back after school, and she’d be witty, and she’d be flirty, because I could think all day of what her reply would be, so it was always great. She told everyone how great I was, and I could skip my prom to go to hers, and I had proof in case anyone ever asked. I pretended to date her for six months. Then I graduated. 

“You need something new,” Kenzie said. “I’m willing to bet that you thought baseball would be enough, but if what you said was true, you’re probably disappointed that it’s not a social group for you the way it was in high school.” 

“This is all fascinating,” I said. 

“It should be,” she said. “Riddle me this. Is there a baseball house?”

“Yes, there is.”  

“Tonight is Saturday night. Is there a party there tonight? Are you going?”

“Yes, there is, and no, I’m not.” 

“The prosecution rests,” she said. “Get out and do something fun and new. You already know you don’t click with those people. Go find new people. Or sit in your room with Ruben.” 

“Remind me what your major is?” I said.

“Psych,” she said. 

“And are you gathering material about me?”

“I might be. There’s usually more to the quiet ones.” She paused and I thought I heard her say “except Ruben” under her breath. 

Before I could say anything, we passed someone she knew named Florian, and she said hello, and we were almost at the library anyway. 

The library was a big tower right in the middle of campus. Not as big as Kennedy Hall, but still pretty tall. There was a rumor on campus that when it was built, they forgot to account for the weight of the books, so when they finished and filled it up, bricks started squeezing out of it and falling below. Maybe it was an urban legend, but that was why everyone thought there was a fence around the perimeter so you couldn’t get close to it. Whatever the reason, every other floor was for books now, with the rest for offices and study cubicles. 

“If you don’t want another solo milkshake tonight,” Kenzie said as we got close. “It’s Hero/Villain night in the union later. You’re welcome to come. I’m sure I could hook you up with a costume since no one cosplays as a baseball player unless they’re eight.” 

“Am I a hero or a villain?” 

She turned and walked backwards as I slowed down to go into the library. “You can be whatever you want,” she said. 

Then she spun around and I watched her butt jiggle in her leggings as she walked off.
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I may not like being analyzed, but Kenzie was right. College was for new experiences, and I was either failing to have them, or choosing not to. 

So far in college I hadn’t taken anything I could consider new. Calculus I, American History, Earth Science, Biology; all of it was repeated from high school, but if UMASS was going to act like I hadn’t taken those classes already, who was I to argue? I’ll take an easy A. Business Fundamentals, though, was unlike anything I had taken in high school. 

That had to count for something, right? One new class? How far out of your shell do you need to go before you’re considered out?  

It took a lot of concentration to study for my test. The library felt quieter than normal, even for a Saturday morning, and that silence felt like a pulse. The wrappers on my egg sandwiches seemed to crinkle more than usual, and the image of Kenzie walking away from me stayed in my mind more easily than business facts seemed to. Black leggings were barely clothes. There were beautiful, firm asses everywhere, and we couldn’t touch them. For those of us who never saw naked legs other than our own, black leggings were almost unfair. Girls get to walk around like that, all the time.  

Even if they aren’t knockouts they can still dress like that, and men still want them. Men seem to be completely fine with great bodies and OK faces, while women seem to want…what is it that they want? Tall guys, it seemed. Not me. Muscular guys. Guys built for strength, not speed. Was I aiming for the wrong women? If I was a bench player for the team, should I stop dreaming about the Callie Renshaws of the world and go for the backups? 

I couldn’t imagine those thoughts ever leaving my head; just as I thought Kenzie was making a hurtful height joke earlier, there’s no way anyone would ever take it as a compliment that they’re a great-looking second-tier, backup girlfriend. 

Can I put my hands on your breasts, backup? You’re almost as good-looking as the girl of my dreams. 

One time in study hall I let Adam Halloran text Harper’s number and he told her she was the hottest invisible woman he’d ever seen. I liked being able to act snarky when I replied, and I told him Adam was easily one of Jamie’s Top Twenty friends. I could flirt when I pretended to be my own girlfriend. I could not flirt with Callie. 

Truth be told, I’d probably be OK if I were Callie’s second choice, or even her third, as long as she eventually got to me. It hurt that Gavin came first, though. 

I tapped my textbook with the back of my pencil to a rhythm that was only in my head. I had been trying to read about how businesses really only have a few strategies: sell a lot of things and make a little bit of money each time, or sell a few things but make a lot of money each sale. 

It wasn’t perfect, but that described dating, too. Gavin seemed to go after a lot of quick experiences with a lot of people, while Ruben was fine with one person and being interested in other things. Of course, I had neither, but I also wasn’t very good at identifying the kind of person who I could share either experience with. I never hooked up, and the longest-term relationship I had was with someone who wasn’t even real. What was my strategy, exactly? 

By the time I was done choking through my textbook, I was ravenous, and didn’t have a ton of time to get back to the room and get ready for practice. On my way back to the dorm I went through the same line I did when I got breakfast, only this time I got a sandwich, which I started to eat as soon as I paid. 

“Chew,” I heard Kenzie say as I walked up the steps to Kennedy Hall. She must have been here for her 3:30 booty call. I was glad one of us was getting laid. 

“I’m actually glad I ran into you. Ruben’s not here yet, and I don’t think I have your number. He doesn’t always answer my texts, so who knows how long I’d have been waiting here.” 

Ruben wasn’t in the room. So there was privacy, and I couldn’t have it. I’d have to wait to jerk off. 

“Oh, sure,” I said, and we exchanged numbers. 

“By the way,” she said as we got to our floor. “Don’t forget about tonight. The offer’s still there.” 

“I don’t know, Kenzie. It’s really not my thing.” 

“If it helps, don’t think of it as cosplay. If that’s too nerdy or whatever, then fine. But think of it as a disguise. You get to see how people have fun here without drinking.” 

***

“Landry!” Coach yelled after we stretched and did our warmups. “You’re a sneak, so you go to second base. You’re our lead runner.” 

For the next half hour we worked on infielders positioning themselves, and then me and Todd Sturdevandt, the runner on first, would try and steal at the same time. Sometimes the pitcher would try to pick one of us off. Sometimes the catcher, Ethan Heller, would throw to third. It did not go well. 

“I don’t get it,” I said to Coach Vazquez, our third base coach, when the drill ended and I brushed the dirt off my chest again. “I wasn’t safe even once.” 

“Ethan’s got a great arm,” he said. “But you’re also thinking about it too much.” 

I shook my head and muttered something about never getting thrown out before. 

“Look,” Coach Vazquez said, putting his hands on my shoulders and looking into my eyes. “You’re fast, you have good instincts on the bases, and you’ll get there. Your first steps are too passive, and we’ll work on the swim slide. The third baseman is in a different position, and it’s not as long of a throw for a catcher. This is hard for a reason.” 

Then he patted me on the butt as I walked away. The rest of practice was the normal jabber of trash talk, the soft ping of balls hit to the outfield for outfield drills, and the louder ping of batting practice. My routes were sloppy during fielding drills, as I was still distracted by how badly I ran the bases earlier. 

“Get your head right, Rookie,” Gavin said to me after I took another terrible first step. “Coach is going to have me replace you if you’re not careful.” 

Hitting wasn’t much better, but at least I got to go last, after most of the team had gone back into the locker room to get changed. Today I started hitting from the left side, which is probably my weaker side, if I’m being honest about it. I don’t feel as comfortable there, but since we mainly face right-handed pitchers, I hit lefty the most. 

“Landry!” Coach Michelsson barked after I rolled my hands over the fourth or fifth time. “Try something else today. Hit righty. We’ll see what happens.” 

My timing was off for the first couple swings, but what happened after that was something that I wish I could bottle. I hadn’t been in a groove like that in a long time. I felt like I was hitting everything with the full barrel of the bat. I’m not a home run hitter, so they were all line drives, but they were scorched. Figures that I finally did well and most of the team wasn’t there to see it. 

“C’mere, Landry,” Coach said. “Good stuff. I wondered about this the other day. I know you switch-hit in high school, but you’re stronger from the right side. You never faced D1 velocity in high school, so you could get away with it. You can’t anymore. Your bat’s a little slower from the left, and you don’t seem as confident there. Let’s try this out. Righty only, OK?” 

What the hell happened to me? I was an All-Star center fielder in high school, now I back up right field. I stole bases at will, now I can’t even steal in practice. And switch hitting is who I am; how can I pick a side now? Is there anything less remarkable than a right-handed hitting backup right fielder?

“Can I think about it?” 

“Here’s the deal, Landry.” I could feel myself tense up; this wasn’t going to go well. “I develop players here, but I’m also trying to win games. It takes all kinds of roles to win games, and I’ve got to put people in a position to succeed. Right now I can say I don’t feel good about having you pinch-hit as a lefty, and I’d rather see you work from a strength. Build from there.”

“I don’t know, coach. This is what I’ve always done.” 

“You want to hit on your own in the cages as a lefty, you can. I never discourage hard work, or extra work. But in practice, I want you just hitting from this side. You did well, and the ball was popping off your bat. This time next year, who knows where we are.”

“OK, coach,” I muttered, and started my walk of shame to the locker room. 

“Hey Landry?” I turned around. “I’m happy to have this girl talk, but next time I say something about a role, your answer is ‘whatever it takes.’ OK?” 

By the time I got to the locker room, most of the guys were showered and done changing. Ethan Heller was telling everyone about the handjob he had gotten the night before. 

“Her name was Kenya,” he said proudly. 

“Yeah but you can do that yourself,” Gavin snickered. “She used her hands, so what? You have hands too.” 

“Still third base, motherfucker,” he said. 

“Bzzt! Wrong,” Gavin said. “You don’t count what she does to you, asshole. You’d let anyone do anything to you. It’s about what you earn, not what you allow. It’s what she lets you do to her. Did you finger her? No? Then no third base. Did you touch her boobies?”

Boobies? Who the fuck are these guys? Maybe they are bros.

“No,” Ethan said. “Just a handy.” 

“Then nothing. You kiss her?” 

“No. Didn’t need to.”

“Buddy, you didn’t get shit!” Gavin laughed. 

“Whatever,” Ethan said. “Why don’t we ask our resident third base expert?”

Fuck, he meant me. Suddenly the whole locker room was looking at me as I was half-undressed. 

Then he made a gun with his thumb and index finger, pretended to shoot me, and then he stuck his imaginary gun in an imaginary holster. Everyone laughed. 

“Plus, you're so small I bet she’d only need to use two fingers to give a handjob,” he said, then he stuck up his pinky and jerked off the tip really fast with his thumb and index finger, which got another huge laugh. 

Yeah. Practice sucked. I started the day as a switch-hitting backup outfielder who could steal bases. I ended it as nothing, and as nobody.  

My second shower of the day lasted a lot longer than my first. I didn’t feel like getting out, and the hot water was better at the field than the dorm anyway. By the time I forced myself to get out, the whole team had gone and I was alone in the locker room. 

I got out my phone and texted Kenzie: I’m in.
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“Florian’s not around and isn’t coming tonight, so you can’t borrow anything from him after all. But I have a few things that you might wear.”

We were in Kenzie’s room, which was a four-person suite that had its own bathroom. I didn’t ask how she got it as a freshman. Her roommates were at dinner and we had about an hour to get ready. She was already dressed as Black Widow, but she had to tell me that. 

“I’m guessing you’re joking,” I said, and motioned to her outfit. “That’s not exactly my body type.”  

“No, no, not like this, don’t worry. It’ll be fine.” She paused. “Mostly fine.”

“Kenzie.”

“We’ll make it work.”

“Kenzie? Am I going to change my mind immediately?”

“No! No, I’ll show you.” She reached into her closet and pulled out some bizarre blue and white suit of armor. 

“Oh, this is great,” I said, relaxing. The helmet was sleek, the armor was blocky. It was not sexy. 

“This will fit you because the shoulder parts are detached, and then this here is a turtleneck, so you just get it over your head and you’re good to go. Then I have these sleeves, and the gloves go on over them but your fingers can move. You can leave the helmet on all night if you want; it might get a little stuffy in there, but it has two vents.”

“It looks fine, but I’m almost embarrassed to say I don’t know who I’m supposed to be.”

“This is Samus Aran.” She waited for me to recognize the name. I never did. “From Metroid,” she said. 

“As long as I know how to pronounce it so I can tell people if they ask, I’m fine,” I said.

“Yeah, people are going to know,” she said, as if it was obvious. “I wouldn’t worry about it.” 

“Well, even better,” I said. “As long as we have pants, we’re good to go.”

“So…about that,” she said. 

I just stared at her, holding the breastplate of the armor I wasn’t sure I’d be putting on.

“I don’t actually have pants for this costume. I wear it with these blue leggings. But I do have the boots.” 

“You want me to wear leggings, Kenzie?” 

“They’ll fit you, no problem.”

“I’m not worried about the fit. I’m worried about how they’re girls’ leggings. Somehow I don’t think Shamus Aran wore leggings when he went out and metroided.”

“Samus, not Shamus. And it’s she. When she went out. Samus Aran is a girl.” 

“So I agree to come to one of your things, and you have me go as a space girl.” 

“A space girl. Jeez. She’s a bounty hunter, Jamie. She’s badass, which you’d realize if you knew the game.” 

“This is not a great idea anymore. I’m sorry I agreed to this.” 

“No, this is a great idea. You need to get out, and no one will even recognize you. It’ll be fun, and you need to do something other than hit balls in cages by yourself.” 

And a lot of good hitting balls in cages got me, since I got demoted today. 

The closest I ever got to dressing as a girl was when Adam texted Harper and asked for a photo, to make sure she met his twentieth best friend’s approval. All I did was stand in the corner of my room in a T-shirt, take a selfie, and apply a filter to it that turned me into a girl. It looked feminine, and sure, it looked a little like me if you looked closely enough. Same curly blonde hair, same pointy nose, same thin frame. 

So, you know. Like Callie. 

That’s the photo I thought about as she got us ready for the party. I could keep my T shirt on and the armor would cover that up. I’d be wearing arm-length gloves anyway. It didn’t take long to get dressed as there wasn’t much to wear. When I came out of the bathroom wearing her blue leggings, I felt weird, but if I had a helmet on, no one would know it was me. Plus the leggings were making my leg muscles stand out. If I were being honest, I’d say they didn’t look half bad. 

“That is…not going to work at all,” she said when she looked me up and down. 

“What do you mean? This is fine,” I said, suddenly defensive of the plan to wear this. 

“I don’t mean the pants, I mean the boxers you’re clearly wearing underneath them.” 

“What? It’s fine.” 

“Hmmm,” she paused, staring at my legs. My thighs felt a little tingly as she stared at me. “You wear jockstraps, right? Like, under your uniform?” 

“Well yeah, but I don’t bring it with me. It’s in my locker.” 

“So this is no different. You can’t wear boxers under these leggings. It’s all bunched up. It looks weird.”

She went to her dresser and held out a black thong. 

“What the hell is that?” I asked. 

“You have to wear this. It’s all we’ve got to work with that won’t show. Believe me, I don’t want you in my underwear any more than you want to be. But you have to look like a girl if you’re going to blend in.” 

“I’d rather wear nothing.”

“Just wear the thong. It will not draw attention to yourself. If you wear your own underwear, then you draw attention to yourself. If you wear nothing, nothing holds you in place and you go boing, then you draw attention to yourself. Remember, trust me, you can be invisible here as long as you do this. The only person who will care is you.”

“This deal gets worse all the time,” I said. 

‘’Pray I don’t alter it further,” she said in a deep voice.

“What?” 

“Nothing. Never mind. I’ll turn around, just get changed. I don’t want to be late.” 

Logically speaking, maybe she was right. I looked down at my boxers, all bunched up and weird in the leggings. I was used to seeing panty lines on girls sometimes, but this was something else entirely. My thighs were rippled and it ruined the illusion, but it also wasn’t comfortable. Of course, it also wasn’t too late to come up with something else to do tonight. Alex was always inviting people to some religious group he was in, and some of what they did sounded fun, without the religious part. They had a big Nerf gun war last weekend. I could get some tension out that way, right? Did I need to do this? 

“Tick tock,” she said. 

“Fine,” I said. “Respect my manhood,” and motioned for her to turn around. She rolled her eyes. 

I turned around too, so neither of us faced the other, meaning I couldn’t be sure she didn’t watch me change after all. If she was tempted, I’m not sure what she was hoping to see. I’m pretty hairless, I’m not much bigger than she is, and while I liked seeing pictures of girls in thongs, I wasn’t sure anyone wanted to see a guy in a thong. 

Except when I got the thong on, I looked down and it did exactly what Kenzie said it would do: it kept me contained, so there was no chance an erection would out me. I looked more like a girl in a thong than I was expecting, and hurried to get the leggings back on. And I was instantly turned on knowing that sometime in the past, Kenzie had worn this. 

“Done,” I said when I pulled my leggings back up and the erection my body wanted to have disappeared behind the smooth front of the blue leggings. 

“OK, now we do the makeup. We don’t have a ton of time.” 

“Makeup?” 

“Listen,” she said. “Make-up is for looking like someone else. You want to look like yourself? Just put on the helmet and pray. You want to look like someone else? That’s where this comes in. This way if you need to take your helmet off, you still look the part. You need to trust me. You’re just going to look like a blonde girl in a ponytail.” 

It was after 7 and we were supposed to be there by 8. I could put my helmet on and pray, or I could go hang out with Alex and pray without a helmet. 

“If my teammates ever found out about this,” I said.

“They’d what? Not be friends with you?” 

It might have been the truth, but the truth still hurts. Luckily, Kenzie knew instantly that it did. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m really on fire today, huh?”

“It’s OK,” I sighed. “Doesn’t mean you’re wrong.” 

“I’m only trying to help,” she said, softening. “I know you need something. Maybe this isn’t it. But there’s no risk, really. Way less than you might think. No one will recognize you. I’ll get your hair in a little ponytail, and it’ll be out of the way. I’ll do some eyeliner and eyeshadow, I’ll make your cheekbones pop, and no one will be able to tell it’s you, even up close.” 

By the time she was done, I stared at myself in the mirror. I looked exactly like my fake photo of Harper. I didn’t look like me, or not the me I was used to seeing. I looked like a Girl Me. I could tell I was seeing me, but my eyes were dark and mysterious, almost sultry looking. She had used blue eyeshadow, my lips were fuller-looking and red. 

I couldn’t help it: I made a kiss face. 

“Don’t fall in love,” she said, suddenly appearing right next to me in the mirror. “We’ve got to go. You can do this, and it’ll be fun.”
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As soon as I stepped outside, I caught my breath: I knew instantly why girls wore leggings whenever they could. 

I felt covered but not clothed, if that made sense. Perfectly safe, but like I was risking a lot simply by walking. In a way, I was risking a lot, not that anyone would recognize me behind the helmet. 

“We can slow down a bit,” Kenzie said. “I know those boots are hard to walk in sometimes.”

I was glad we slowed down, but it had nothing to do with the boots. I felt every bit of breeze on my legs, which felt bare. I felt a breeze on parts of my thighs that weren’t used to feeling exposed when I was outside. An army of girls wore these every day, and I was glad for it when I stood behind them, and now, somehow, I was one of them. 

I tried to keep myself from looking like I was enjoying the walk too much. By the time we got to Herter Hall we had picked up a few other people headed to the union, and soon it felt totally normal for a bounty hunter, Black Widow, a sprite, Link from Zelda, and a whole bunch of other people dressed like who-knows-who all out in a group. 

I had never been to the union at night, and the vibe was definitely different from the last party I went to at the baseball house. The cosplayers were in one of the windowless event rooms downstairs. Dance music was playing from somewhere, but no one was dancing. Instead, there were four or five rollup green screens on the far wall, each with some photography equipment facing them, and people were huddled around laptops. It looked like they were playing with backgrounds, making it look like the characters were in different places. There were bright lights everywhere, and everyone had their phones out. 

“This is a lot of cameras.” Someone would have a photo of themselves and their friends and I’d be in the background of it. Just me in a helmet and tiny panties. 

“Oh, yeah,” she said. “This is huge for people’s Instagrams. So much of this hobby is connecting with people all over the world who dress as the same characters we do. It’s cool, too. Some of these people do computer graphics, so they help out here just for practice. And a lot of photographers do this for portfolios. But you should also be careful,” she said. 

“Oh, why’s that?”

She shrugged. “Because some of these people just want to slap Batgirl on the ass. Good luck guessing! It’s usually a hoot.”  

I kept asking Kenzie who people were supposed to be, but the farther into the room we got, the louder I had to shout since she couldn’t read my lips through the helmet. Eventually I stopped asking who everybody was, but not before learning that it was a lot of anime. 

“Isn’t it a little weird to dress up like an Asian if you're not—” I started to say, but when I turned, Kenzie was gone. 

OK, OK, don’t panic, I thought. She probably saw someone she knew and is catching up. I glanced around the room in my helmet and heard my breath. All I could confirm is that I couldn’t see her. 

Eventually I realized I was just spinning in circles in the middle of the room, and that I should move to a wall. At least there it would be quiet enough for me to hear myself think and I could possibly look normal. 

How does a girl stand by a wall? I thought, as I clomped in my boots over to the side where three progressively sluttier versions of Wonder Woman were working at a laptop to make their photos look like they were on top of a building. I decided to stand like the least slutty one was standing. 

“Well hey hey!” I heard to my left. It was a guy dressed like a vampire. At least, I thought it was a vampire. 

“I know who you are!” he said. My heart stopped. Shit. Who was this guy? Was I in class with him? Did he really recognize me? How could he recognize me under this helmet? 

“You do?” I stammered, trying my best girl voice. I realized I could do a girl voice, and it wasn’t that hard to do. 

“Yeah!” he said, and before I knew what was happening, he got close, dropped his arm behind me, and put his hand on my ass. 

I jumped and swatted his hand away. “Hey!” 

“I vant to touch your butt!” he said, smiling, holding his arms out so his cape got wide. 

“What the hell is your problem?” I yelled, rubbing where this dude touched me. 

“Aren’t you a booty hunter?” the guy said. He found that hilarious. 

“Bounty hunter,” I said. 

“It was a joke,” he said. 

“For who?” I said, looking around to show no one was paying attention to his joke. 

Except someone was paying attention. 

“Hey buddy,” I heard a deep voice from behind me. The guy looked up and got wide-eyed. “I think you have someplace else to be, yeah?” I turned to see a huge black guy, dressed up in silver armor with a huge spear. 

Mr. Vampire Booty Hunter backed off and bowed as he left. 

“I don’t want to assume you can’t take care of yourself,” the big warrior said. “Being you’re a bad-ass mercenary and all.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “That was creepy.” 

“It happens,” he said, looking down on me. He somehow managed to look me in the eye through the helmet visor. 

“I’m Marcus,” he said, holding out his hand.

I needed a name, fast. 

“Harper,” I said, letting his giant hand shake mine. 

“That’s a great looking costume, Harper. I remember the first time I played that game, it was pretty boss to discover you were kicking ass as a girl the whole time.” 

“Oh, thanks. Yeah, I had a lot of help. I don’t even know what some of this stuff is,” I said, holding up my armored gloves with weapons and things sticking off them. 

Man, if this guy wanted to talk Metroid with me, I was in serious trouble. 

“That guy won’t bother you again,” he said. “I just watched him leave.” And he banged his spear onto the floor. I jumped a little. 

“Oh, this ain’t real,” he said. “It’s just resin. I can’t hurt shit with it even if I wanted to.” 

“I heard girls have to be careful,” I said. 

“Not just girls,” he said. “You know how many people want to touch my biceps?” He flexed. He was right: his biceps were huge, and I had to admit that when he flexed, I was a little curious to touch them. 

“Boo!” I heard from my left. By the time I turned to see who it was, Kenzie was on my right. “Miss me?” 

“Jesus,” I said, “you scared me.” 

“Make any friends? I see you’ve met M’Baku.” 

“What’s up, Kenzie?” Marcus said. 

“Marcus is a protector.” 

“I noticed,” I said. 

“Just scared off a grabby vampire,” Marcus said. 

“Oh, I’m sorry,” Kenzie said to me. To Marcus she said: “This is her first time here. I don’t think I went over what to expect. Maybe I expected better tonight.” 

“Yeah, that happens. We have a saying: ‘cosplay is not consent.’ You’d be surprised how many people think you’re a toy. Like you’re here only because you can’t wait for strangers to touch you.”

I immediately thought of his biceps again. 

“Oh, Storm’s waving at me. I have to go do some pictures. It was nice meeting you,” he said to me. “I hope we see you again sometime.” 

“Shall we mingle?” Kenzie said as we watched Marcus walk toward one of the green screens. He was halfway across the room and still seemed huge. 

The next hour or so was nothing but meeting new people. I rarely knew who they were dressed as, and I had no way of remembering their names. There seemed to be hundreds of people there, everybody being passionate about something I had never heard of. 

With every new person I met, I found myself comparing them to Marcus. Dressed as a warrior? Marcus’s armor was better. Got a weapon? Marcus’s spear is bigger. Trying to look big and strong? Marcus was bigger and stronger, and he wasn’t even trying. 

I caught Marcus’ eye once during his photoshoot with a gorgeous black girl, as much as you can catch someone’s eye if one of you is wearing a helmet. 

After a while, I loosened up and was honestly having a pretty good time. I wasn’t really doing a whole lot, didn’t want my pictures taken and didn’t want to pose with anyone, but somehow after today I was finding it easier to be honest with myself. Kenzie had floored me twice with some pretty harsh truths: I did need to branch out, and I had no real connection to my baseball team. Practice was throwing me for a loop, too, as I struggled with things I had never struggled with before. Coach may have been hard on me, but he wasn’t wrong. 

That sheer amount of acceptance was helping me not overthink everything around me. There was a strength knowing that I was risking a lot dressed how I was. There was a feeling of freedom in what I was wearing, and I was somehow keeping my horniness in check while also keeping it alive, as I felt electric with every step I took in tight, form-fitting, revealing clothing. 

And as terrible as it sounded, some random guy thought my ass was actually worth grabbing. No, he wasn’t good-looking, and no, I didn’t want him to touch me. What would I be thinking if Marcus were the one to run his hands over my ass? I knew he wasn’t the type of guy to do that, but…did I want him to be?  

While I couldn't deny that I was enjoying myself more than I thought I was going to, I also couldn’t deny that I was getting pretty hot in that helmet. I motioned for Kenzie. “I think I need to leave,” I said. 

“No!” she said. “Not yet, please?”

“Kenzie, this is really hot in here, and I need fresh air. I am not ready to take this off near people. I at least need to go outside.” 

“Let’s take a break then,” she said. “We’ll go sit by the pond.” 

We got outside again, and my legs felt the same as before: they were exposed, they were barely covered, and they could be seen if only someone wanted to look. 

“You can take your helmet off now. No one’s here but me, and I’ve already seen you like this. I bet you’re hot.” 

I looked around to confirm it, then I lifted off my helmet. I felt instant relief as I took cooler night air into my lungs. I slowed my pace and secretly enjoyed the walk, again feeling naked but knowing I was not. I ran my hands over my own ass, imagining someone staring at it. 

“Sorry about the grabber,” she said as we found a bench by the pond and sat down. “Your makeup still looks great, by the way.”  

“It was definitely weird. He had no idea I was a guy, too.”

“You don’t look like a guy right now. You saw yourself in the mirror. Plus you run, you’re an athlete, and you have a good girl butt.” 

“Sometimes guys on my team talk about girls they almost get with. I wonder if that guy is going to tell a story about how he almost got with Samus Arus,” I said. 

“Aran,” she said. “So close, yet so far. Did he at least ask your name, or did he go straight for your ass?”

“Right for the butt.”

“Well, if someone did ask your name, at least you can say ‘Jamie’ and it works for both boys and girls.” 

“Marcus asked me my name,” I said. “For some reason I said my name was ‘Harper’.” 

“Who is Harper?”

“My old high school girlfriend.” I was hoping she didn’t ask anything else. As soon as it came out of my mouth, I felt weird that my invisible girlfriend continued to exist. 

“Why do you do this?” I asked. “Like, what is it, exactly? There were these sexy Wonder Women in there, which is so different than what Mr. Vampire was doing. Or what you’ve made for me, or what Marcus made.” 

“Some of these costumes take a lot of work, yeah. It’s not just about showing off people’s bodies, it’s about showing off what you can make. But I have to admit, it’s nice to feel hot sometimes, you know?” 

“I’ll take your word for it,” I said. 

“You don’t like feeling hot?”

“I have never felt hot in my life, Kenzie.” I couldn’t say that this was the closest I’ve ever come. 

“Not once? You’ve never had someone tell you that you looked great?”

“I think my Mom told me that once, but it was probably for school picture day or something.”

“Oh, come on. Harper never told you you looked good?”

“Harper never said anything,” I said. 

She got really quiet. “That’s really sad,” she said finally. 

It was sad. But my reason for finding it sad was completely different than her reason. People are often sad about the same things for different reasons.

“What about you?” I asked, trying to move on. “Anyone grab you?”

“No, but I could tell one guy wanted to. These photo parties are usually fun if people look but don’t touch. Ruben touches but doesn’t look. So it all evens out.” She looked down at the ground. “I’m…not sure why I told you that.” 

“It’s OK, Kenzie.” 

“No, I think I just got carried away. You’re really easy to talk to. I’m not sure why we’ve never talked before. It’s not like I don’t see you during the week, right?”

“Well, you do, only not like this.” I waved one hand in the general direction of my eye makeup, and then wiggled my ass in my leggings. She laughed. 

“See? You’re loosening up, and you can even do girl talk. You’re great at this. Marcus didn’t suspect a thing. Here, let’s go back inside. It’ll only last another 45 minutes or so.”

When I stood up, I knew that the night had changed. My leggings caught on something sharp on the bench we were sitting on, and I felt the cool night air hit me right in the thong. Suddenly I wasn’t contained anymore, and I was partially exposed.

“Uh, Kenzie?” I said, helplessly. “We have a problem.” 

“That was a rip I heard, wasn’t it?”

“Yep,” I said, and I put the helmet down to examine the damage.  

The crotch seam was split most of the way. “I must have sat on a nail,” I said, feeling the bench until I found the jagged nail sticking out of the wood. 

Well, that ended that. The realization that my night was over hit me all at once. Why did that make me a little sad? Why was my first thought that I’d never go back inside and walk around, secretly enthralled that I had no idea how many people had checked out my ass so far tonight? 

“Let me see,” she said. “Oh, yeah, that’s…wow, I can totally see your underwear.”

If there were levels of feeling exposed, this had to be pretty high, like a Level Three or Four. Kenzie was thinking of a plan as I thought about how there was now only one thin layer of cotton keeping my cock from being seen by everyone. Kenzie was the only person who had seen this much, and as I realized that, I could feel my cock jump a little within the restrictive panties. 

It was too dark for her to see, but I felt a little drop of precum squeeze out of me just then. 

“Here’s what we do,” she said. “Marcus can repair a lot, and he lives just up there, in Northeast. I’ll go back inside and get him. He might be able to help.” 

“What do I do, wait here practically naked and hope no one grabby bothers me again?”

“You’re not practically naked, but if you want, come with me and then wait outside the door, and just hold the helmet in front of you. This shouldn’t be long. I’ll text him as we walk. I told you, he’s good at helping people out and we’ll get this sewn up. Maybe you can even stay out later. It’ll at least get you back to my place without getting harassed.” 

I had been carrying secrets around with me ever since I changed into this outfit, and now I had a couple more. I didn’t know when I’d be able to cum next, but it felt like it would be an unstoppable flow. 

Kenzie disappeared back in the union, and I was on my own. I tried positioning my helmet so that it was close enough to cover my torn crotch, but far enough away to prolong the feeling of being exposed to the world. I closed my eyes as a slight breeze picked up, and I felt sparks throughout my whole body. I waited for the next breeze that came a few minutes later, and my body erupted in sparks again. I stopped counting after the fifth time it happened. 

“I hear you have a problem,” came a familiar voice from behind me. 

Shit. I wasn’t wearing my helmet. I was a horny mess. My mind was focused on me feeling like a naked girl in public. 

I turned to face him, and we locked eyes with no helmet in the way, and he saw me.
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“Aren’t you a villain?” I said, after we stared at one another in silence. 

“Depends how you look at it, I think,” he said. 

“Kenzie found you,” I said. “I have a little problem,” and I motioned between my legs, though he couldn’t see anything behind the helmet. 

“Happy to help,” he said. “Under one condition.” 

“Oh? What’s that?”

“Next time you do one of these, don’t wear any helmet.” 

I was glad it was too dark for him to see me blush. I thought back to what I saw in the mirror and tried to relax. 

“We should go,” he said. “I have some costume first aid in my room. I’m not great at sewing, but it’ll get the job done.” 

We started our walk up to where we’d cross North Pleasant Street, and I had to concentrate on holding my helmet very still in front of me. 

“Here,” he said, and grabbed my helmet from me. “I have a free hand.” 

Again I felt my tightly constrained cock jump a little bit in my panties, and another little drop of precum came out. Not only was I exposed in front, but if this kept up, soon I’d have a wetspot and anyone close enough to me could see how turned on I was. Since he was the only one around, Marcus would see how turned on I was. 

What did I want? 

“I was serious before,” he said as we got to the Northeast dorms and he held the door open for me as we went into his building. “You look great. You could be anyone. You’ve got a lot of options.” 

“Thanks,” I said. “I’m really, really new to this.” What was I talking about? It could have been anything. New to experiences, new to honesty, new to me, new to this. 

“Here, this is my room,” he said as we got to the end of the hallway. He unlocked it, and held the door open for me. 

He turned the lights on and I could see there were bunk beds on one wall, a couch on the other, a trunk for a coffee table, and a dresser in the closet. The desk by the beds was covered in paint bottles, hot glue guns, leftover pieces from various projects, and a bunch of tools I couldn’t identify. The desk under the window had just some books on it. No computer in sight. 

“No roommate?” I asked. There may have been two beds, but there was only one dresser. 

“No, not anymore. He failed out and they never gave me a new one. Don’t look at the mess, ‘cuz now I just leave everything out if I’ve been working on something. Who am I trying to impress?”

Yeah, really. Who?  

He rummaged around on his dresser and brought a small pouch out. He unzipped it and started emptying its contents out onto his desk, one by one. A lighter, some matches, a couple small bottles, a tube of crazy glue. As he kept looking, I realized one of the bottles was lube. 

“Do I even want to know what you fix with that?” I said, pointing to the lube. 

“You try putting latex outfits on without it. Mostly we use it to get rings off when people wear other people’s stuff. OK, here we go.” 

He turned and stood towering over me, and I wasn’t sure whose breathing I was hearing, mine or his. I realized I was up on my tip toes as I looked up at him. 

“I have to level with you, I can’t move around in this armor too well, so if you don’t mind, I’m going to take some of this off. I can’t sit at the desk to sew otherwise.”  

“That’s fine,” I said. “I wondered about that. I can turn around if you’re bashful.” 

“I’m not bashful, girl. But you do you.” He slipped his armor over his head and revealed a white tank top beneath. His chest was huge, and his biceps seemed bigger than they were an hour ago. I had seen Gavin Freese with his shirt off plenty of times; Gavin had nothing on Marcus. 

Then he stepped out of the armored leggings and revealed that he was wearing a pair of white biking shorts underneath. Despite the fact they weren’t black leggings, I couldn’t help but stare at his muscular backside. If I needed to feel any more inferior and tiny, I’m not sure I could have. 

“That suit gets hot.” He turned around and sighed, wiping the sweat off his forehead. “That’s better,” he said. 

I don’t know what happened. It wasn’t intentional, I had no idea I did it, but I inhaled sharply when he turned around and it couldn’t have been more obvious what I was staring at to make me do that. It looked like had a softball tucked in the front of his shorts, and all it did was remind me that my own little dicklet was stuffed into a pair of Kenzie’s panties and couldn’t move. 

“I can be decent, hang on,” he said, reaching for a pair of flannel pajama pants that hung from the top bunk. 

“It’s fine,” I said. “Cool off. But now I feel indecent.” 

He and his massive dick bulge walked across the room and sat back onto the couch, hard. 

“OK, let’s see what we’ve got.” 

I realized he wanted me to move my hands from where they were covering the torn crotch of my leggings. “Let’s see how far gone this is,” he said, now looking up at me. 

“Pretty far gone,” I said softly. 

“Let me see for sure,” and I dropped my hands, giving him a clear view of the bulge in my tiny panties. The world stopped moving. I had one more secret. 

“I should tell you something,” I breathed.

“I bet I can guess what it is,” he said, and slowly reached for me, and then I heard a rip, and the whole seam was now split from front to back. 

“Oh, look. I just went and made it worse,” he said, locking eyes with me and rubbing the front of my thong with his thumb. I heard myself whimper. He moved his massive thumb in slow circles, massaging me. I ground into him, wanting more, wanting it to keep going. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, pulling his thumb away, and I was in instant agony. “I broke my own rule. ‘Look but don’t touch.’” He patted the couch cushion next to him and I sat down. My heart was pounding and my cock wanted out. 

“Sometimes it’s hard not to touch, right?”

As he said that he started running his hand 6 inches above my legs, never touching me, but moving slowly, and somehow I couldn’t breathe while he did it.  

I had been in locker rooms my whole life, and sat in them multiple days each week. I had smelled sweaty men before, but Marcus smelled different. I couldn’t quite place it, but there was a muskiness to him that was unlike a locker room.

Don’t ask me how I knew, but he smelled like want. And right now I knew what he wanted. 

“We don’t always want to be someone else’s toy, except when we do,” he said. “You know? There are rules.” 

“I know,” I finally breathed, and I took my hand and moved it nearer to his abdomen and his thighs, getting close to touching him but never making it all the way. 

“How close can you get without touching?” I asked him, cocking my head to the side. 

“Pretty close,” he said, shifting his weight so he was a little closer to me. 

The skin on my legs crackled with excitement as his hands moved above them, imperceptibly closer each time, never quite making it and yet dragging electricity over me anyway. I could no longer deny that my body was responding to this, and to him. Whether it started with the leggings, or the thong, or the makeup, or the fact that I hadn’t had a proper orgasm in weeks, I felt my cock jumping in my panties as his hands came close to touching me but never quite made it. 

“Let’s see how close,” I whispered, and lowered my hand to his inner thigh, getting closer, and closer, and closer to touching him, but never quite getting there. 

Except just then, his own cock flexed and brushed against my hand. “Oooh!” I squealed, and felt my own dick try again to get hard in response. 

“I have never been so turned on by not getting touched,” he said, looking directly into my eyes. 

I had never had an effect on anyone, and here we were, working ourselves up simply by being near one another. My hand moved the last inch it needed so I could cup his giant cock. I petted it through the fabric of his compression shorts, feeling it flex a few times as I stroked it. 

Then I started to massage it, feeling it uncoil and stiffen.

“I’m still not touching you,” I said. 

“Oh yeah?” he laughed. “You’re pretty good at not touching. Feels exactly like touching.”  

I stuck my hand in his shorts. 

“Still not touching.” 

His face got serious, and then he leaned down and kissed me, just as I got my hand onto his dick. My lips didn’t know what to do, so they opened. We stayed like that a long time, and I realized I hadn’t moved my hand yet. 

It was enormous. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do with it other than wrap one hand around the shaft but I realized there was room for at least one more hand above that. I didn’t know what he expected me to do, but luckily he took control. 

“Girl, you ain’t getting that in your mouth. Here,” he said, and stood up to get the bottle of lube. He squeezed a few drops onto my outstretched hands. 

I knew how to do this, not that I had done it on myself in a while. I used both hands, now nice and slippery, and started slowly working my way up and down his full length. He was completely hard now, making me feel even more inadequate about my own size. If girls like Callie wanted bigger guys, how could I blame them? Marcus was huge. 

As I watched my own small hands slowly work their way up and down his massive hard-on, he leaned in and pressed his lips to mine again, and I could feel myself throb inside the panties that would never let me get hard. 

My entire midsection was tingly. I had never felt anything like it; I needed to move around or I felt like I was going to ejaculate right then and there, and I wasn’t even hard. 

I needed release. I ached for it. I jerked him off with one hand and looked down at my other hand, covered in lube. I wanted it in my panties so badly, even though I knew I would only last a few slick strokes before blowing my load. 

“Uh-uh,” he said, shaking his head and reading my mind. 

He stood up, and then pulled me off the couch, leading me just a few steps until we were close to the bunk beds. With one motion, he spun me around and stood behind me, breathing right on the back of my neck. He grabbed both of my hands with his and put them on the bedframe of the top bunk. “You leave these right here,” he said into my ear. “No matter what happens, you hold on, OK? Don’t you move.”

I nodded and whispered “OK,” interlocking my fingers and wrapping them around the frame. I had to hold on tight since my hands were still covered with lube.  

By the sound of it, he had sat down on the trunk behind me, then I felt his hands move up the sides of my legs, and I shuddered. Then he slid his hands to my front, getting tantalizingly close to where my cock was throbbing, only he never actually touched me there. 

Then he did it again. 

And again. 

By the fourth or fifth time I knew I wanted him, I knew I wanted him to do whatever he wanted, as long as I could cum, which I desperately wanted to do. 

“Good girl,” he breathed. “Keep those hands right where they are.” 

I felt one of his massive hands find my ass, and he parted my legs a little with his other hand. He slipped one of his fingers into my thong, and pulled it aside. I felt helpless not knowing what he was up to back there, but I had a pretty good idea what he had in mind. I stood there with my ass exposed, and my helpless cock still stuffed into a small thong, pulsing with need. 

I felt both of his hands on my ass cheeks next, and then he spread them apart, exposing my asshole to him. Then he got to work with his tongue. 

“Oh my God,” I heard myself moan. 

He worked his tongue in slow circles around the outside of my asshole. I had no idea how sensitive it was, and never knew to dream about it. I felt like I collected another secret, and that I wanted hundreds more. 

His tongue had skill. His pace quickened, and he started to dart it over my puckered hole, not just the outside. It was just a tease, and as much as his tongue flicking against my hole made me want something more, he never gave it to me. 

Until he stopped, and I heard him get the bottle of lube again. 

“Don’t move those hands, remember,” he said. “I’ve got to start you off slow.” 

This time it was a lubed finger that he worked around my asshole, and he followed the same path: a slow circle, another slow circle, dragging it around and around the outside, only teasing me with more. He’d drag it across the hole and then start it over again, a circle in the other direction, and I felt my insides want to be filled. I pushed myself back against him, and I gasped as I felt his finger slide in. 

“Shhhh,” I heard him say, and he ran his other hand up my belly to hold me in place as he worked his finger in and out, slowly at first. I kept my eyes closed and concentrated on keeping my grip on the bedframe, but the pleasure I was feeling made me want to lose control. 

I turned my head to look behind. “More,” I whispered. 

I felt a second finger slide in, with a small amount of pain, followed by even more pleasure, like there was something inside of me that was always hidden and needed to be stroked. He worked two fingers in and out for a few minutes, curling them, pressing down on me and making me gasp, and the only thing I could think to say was: “More.”

“Oh, I’ll give you more,” he said, and I felt his fingers pull out. I immediately wanted them back in, and pushed my ass back to try and find them.

What I found instead was much bigger than two fingers, and now he was teasing my asshole with the head of his slippery cock. 

“Oh, take it, girl,” he breathed. 

The head of his cock was soft, and gentle, and even though it was much larger than mine, I still felt like I wanted it inside me, like I could fit it. I felt it slide partway in, and I knew I would need to stretch even more to let the rest of him in, as behind the soft head was something rock hard and wanting to get inside of me. 

Slowly, he eased the rest of him inside me, and it was slow, and torture. And then all at once I felt him slip all the way in at once, and I gasped “Oh!” and I squeezed my hands around his bedframe as hard as I could. He was all the way inside me now, and I was so full I couldn’t stand it. 

Slowly he eased himself out, but not all the way, then went back in again. He felt like he was at least nine inches long, and the whole length of him was working in and out, slowly. I got used to the size, and my body was sparking again the way it did outside. 

He was standing behind me, hands on my hips, thrusting in and out, and I could feel my soft cock try and fail to get hard as he started going faster. 

At the start of each stroke, I would feel him hit a pleasure button I never knew was inside of me, and when he was all the way in I felt so full, so stretched out, that I would feel a flutter of pleasure so intense that my knees would almost buckle. With his hands on my hips, he never let me fall, though. 

Then I could feel the need inside of me start to grow, start to take over the entire lower half of my body. As if he sensed it, as if he knew that I craved the climax that I knew was getting closer, he tugged the front of my thong aside and my soft little girldick was let out for the first time. 

He stroked deeper, holding me close, nibbling my ear and my neck, and I felt the sparks in my body start to explode all at once. 

There was so much cum inside of me, and he was fucking it out one dribble at a time. With every stroke of his he was hitting something inside me that unleashed another spurt. There were long ropes of cum on the floor, on the bedspread, dripping down my inner thigh, and hanging out of me. I was dripping everywhere, and still I could feel an orgasm building from within. This still wasn’t release, and yet that was what I wanted, whatever it took. It needed to be him, though. I knew I could not touch myself the way I had always done. Not anymore. 

In one swift motion, he pulled out of me, and I ached for him to put it back right away. He grabbed me from the bed, spun me to face him, and lifted me up off the floor, and I felt him re-enter me. I gasped and bucked against him as I was held in suspension, being filled by a pleasure I had never imagined, feeling myself lose more and more of myself as I begged for climax. 

I wrapped my own arms around his neck. He started fucking me just like that, slowly at first, only having me ride an inch or two of him. I felt a little like I was on one of those amusement park rides that makes you feel weightless when you go around a corner, and eventually he was bouncing me up his entire shaft, and I was feeling an intense pleasure deep inside me that only he was able to reach. 

I closed my eyes and gave in to it. I felt like I was flying. His sweaty thighs pounded into me as I hung in mid-air, being pushed to the brink of what I could take inside me. I had it all. I wanted it to keep going, and it did. 

I felt more pressure building inside of me, and I clenched, squeezing more out of my still-limp cock. I wanted an orgasm so badly, and it was almost here. Marcus grinned as he felt me grip him tighter. “Oh, you’re so ready,” and he moved us over to the couch, laid me down on it, and spread my legs. 

“You want it, don’t you?” he said, standing over me and not moving. 

“I want it,” I breathed. “Keep going, I’m so close.” 

I didn’t know what to do with my arms, so I steadied myself against the couch. Marcus held me in place with his huge hands behind my knees, bending me in half as he gave me his whole length again, fast, animal-like. He kept going faster and faster, and I felt that pressure build from inside me until it had nowhere to go. 

I could watch my soft dick flopping around as he pounded me, totally at the mercy of the pace he chose, and I held on as I couldn’t take it any longer and a wave of climax finally broke, hit me with full force. My legs shuddered, and a jolt of pleasure shot up, traveling every nerve in my body, through my chest and down my arms. I felt myself spasm, my tiny little cock spurting uncontrollably and shooting cum onto my belly, onto the couch, and hitting Marcus on his abs, glistening on his sweaty skin. 

“I’m gonna cum!” he groaned, and I felt him pull out of me. 

Just the act of him pulling his massive cock out of me felt like he plucked every nerve in my body at the same time, and I was completely over the edge. My soft little cock kept squeezing out cum, even as he started spraying shot after shot of his own thick cum onto my belly. 

My orgasm finally broke, and he let my legs down, as I was completely spent and had never been satisfied by anything more in my life. He stood above me and rubbed the inside of my thighs with his hands as we let our breathing slow. I felt no regret, no shame, not the way I did when holding a wad of tissues in a Taco Bell bathroom. This was not simply a release; this had been something more.

Wordlessly, he grabbed a towel from his closet and cleaned us both up, mopping up our sweat and ejaculate from one another’s bodies. He turned and went to grab the comforter from the bottom bunk, but before I could remind him that I had just shot cum all over it, he turned to me and said “yeah, maybe not that one, huh?” 

We laughed and he grabbed the comforter off the top bunk, then returned to the couch. 

“You’re not going anywhere,” he said, and he laid down on the couch, I curled up next to him, and felt his now-soft cock nestle right between my cheeks as I backed into him. He wrapped his arms around me, and we disappeared under the blanket. 

I don’t know which of us fell asleep first, but before I fell asleep I heard him say in my ear, “I don’t think Kenzie wants these leggings back. We’ll get you some new ones.”
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As far as the baseball team is concerned, Jamie Landry doesn’t go to UMASS anymore, and as far as I know, they don’t miss him. 

There is, however, a Harper Landry at UMASS now. Maybe you know her? Harper and her roommate Kenzie moved off campus for Sophomore year, and share an apartment down by Rao’s Coffee. Kenzie’s not around much since she spends so much time with her new boyfriend Nate, which leaves plenty of opportunity for Marcus to stay over with me a few times per week. 

Marcus and I are on the same co-ed softball team. It’s much more low-key, and not only do we get to laugh a lot when we play, but I get to wear leggings. I don’t switch hit anymore; better to only be one thing if that’s what you are. But Marcus likes to pat me on the butt when I do something well. Really he likes to pat me on the butt no matter what I’ve done.

I’d love to say I’m a pro at cosplay, but right now I’m really only interested in Samus Aran. Apparently in one of her games there’s a cheat code where you can play the whole game with her wearing a pink leotard. Marcus showed me one day when we were messing around in his room. I think he saw in my eye that that was going to be my next costume, and I wanted to be the one to put it together. It didn’t take a ton of work, and he taught me everything I needed to know to make the boots. 

Kenzie was so proud, and I felt pretty good that I accomplished something. I had been pretty down after walking away from baseball, but Marcus couldn’t keep his hands off me when I wore it, so I knew I was on to something.

Who knew? Harper was a real girl after all.


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally, including her story Girl for a Week, available here.
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Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

Ally’s newsletter is coming soon, where you can be notified of all her new releases, as well as get exclusive access to several special holiday stories each year. Don’t miss it!

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider a rating or a review on Amazon.
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